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my power, screaming "murder, murder 1" as loud as I
could.

This proceeding, which was the fearful impulse of
the moment, offended Eobinson, and gaye him another
opportunity to "beat me most cruelly. He was him-
self as much afraid of rattle-snakes as I; "but he
was the master and I the " slaye boy," which made a
yast difference. He caught hold of me, and, with
horrid oaths, beat me with his fist again and again;
threatening me with awful punishment if I did not
instantly return and bring the log to the desired spot.
I never can forget the mortal agony I was in, while
compelled by his Mcks and blows to return and fasten
the chain around the log containing the deadly ser-
pent I, however, succeeded with trembling hands,
and drove the oxen, but keeping myself at the far-
therest possible distance from them and the log.
When I finally arrived at the pile, Mr. Eobinson and
some other men, cut a hole with an ax in the log, and
killed the large, yenomous rattle-snake that had occa-
sioned me so much alarm and such a cruel beating.
Nor was the uncontrolable and brutal passion of Eo-
binson his only deficiency; he was mean as he was
brutal.

He had, at one time, borrowed a wagon of a neigh-
bor living two miles distant, throxigh a dense forest.
On the day of the total eclipse of the sun, it entered
his head that it would be fine sport, knowingchain as though it were
